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Tom Ryan and I had been going together for nearly six 
months and it was common knowledge we had just about the 
best relationship going, In fact, it was so good, we were the 
envy of every guy and chick at Sommerville High School. Tom 
was a tall dark great-looking blond, He was captain of the 
basketball team, 

1 was co-captain of the cheerleading squad. We both got 
good grades and were highly ranked in the class standing. 
Honestly speaking, I can’t take full credit for my high achieve- 
ment. You see, when Tom and I first began our relationship, 
I was fairly studious, but by no means an ‘A’ student, 

Tom somehow recognized latent intelligence in me which 
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he thought could be easily cultivated. In fact , he made it clear 
to me that he wished his girl to be as scholarly as he, in addi- 
tion to being athletic, charming, attractive, etc., etc., etc., 
So throughout our affair, | continued to crack the books in 
order to maintain good grades and Tom, though not exactaly 
or necessarily in that order. 

When I mentioned previously that Tom and I were the envy 
of every one in school, I failed to mention the one girl whose 
jeaslousy might possibly have caused friction between Tom 
and I. She was, and still is my own kid sister, though not much 
of a kid being my identical twin. 

My sister and I were different as night and day, She was a 
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pot-smokint, artsey-craftsie, health food nut, pain in the ass, 
Her activities throughout our junior and senior years were 
limited to learning the new dance first, macramee and listen- 
ing to loud rock musice under headphones after sneaking a 
few joints into the bathroom (with the window open). In 
short, my sister and | had very little to do with one another 
for obvious reasons: we had nothing in common. 

Which brings me to the topic of my story, which ,I suppose, 
is “How I Taught My Twin How Not To Tangle With Tom 
Ryan” or “What's A Twin Sister Like You Doing All Tied Up 
Like This?” or something else along those lines, You see, 
several weeks ago, I noticed a change coming over my sister. 

She threw away her painters’ jeans, tee-shirts and espandrils 
and replaced them with a new wardrobe of tight skirts, frilly 
blouses, stockings and feminine shoes. She started practicing 
cheers in the backyard. She even went through the trouble 
of hoining the womens’ tennis team at school. But the biggest 
shocker of all was her absolving from pot-smoking and giving 
up her most enjoyed vice; listening to the stereo. She’d started 
coming home from school early and getting right to the bus- 
iness of studying. In short, she was becoming just like ME, 
and I was beginning to get a little concerned, I didn’t care 
whether she was making an attempt to straighten herself out 
or not, I didn’t believe it anyway. 


The one thing I was worried about was my status at school. 
I was always considered one of the most-most likely to 
succeed; very popular with teachers and students. I had tons 
of friends, and I had Tom Ryan. I couldn’t bear the thought of 
sharing all that with my bitch sister. 

Little by little I began noticing the attention my sister was 
getting from everyone at school. My friends now began includ- 
ing her in our plans, She was invited to try out for the cheer- 
Ieading squad. Her grades were improving rapidly and teachers 
were starting to dommend her while beginning to take me for 
granted. And worst of all, Tom was beginning to notice her. 

The final blow came when she was nominated for senior 
prom queen instead of me.I was shattered. The senior council 
had nominated both of us along with ten other girls and the 
dass voted for the nominees. I suppose I'd been voted out 
because I’d won the previous year, But senior prom queen was 
the title I wished to graduate with , the junior prom title meant 
little. Anyway, one day I came home to hind her diligently 
woking on a history term paper, typing away, legs crossed like 
a sexy little secretary. When I came into the room, she turned 
to look up at me, 

“ai” 

“Hello, working hard, are you?” I asked, trying to be as 
saracastic as possible. 


“Oh, yes, I’m learning so much about history. I find it a 
fascinating subject, don’t you?” 

“Oh, come off it Sharon, you little asshole, Who do you 
think you're kidding, anyway? You don’t give a dam about 
history and you know...” 

“Oh, you're wrong. I’m enjoying this class, So much so 
that today, while Tom and I were sharing my history book, 
he invited me to the prom, and I accepted.” 

“What? Why you bitch. Yoy fucking little whore. I hate 
you Sharon, I hate what you’ve done to me. I hate the way 
you've stolen my status at school. I hate your guts. I'll get 
even with you if it’s the last thing I do.” 

With that I stormed out of the room in a fit of tears and 
anger, Admittedly ,I’d been getting a little jockey about school 
and the kids there and even Tom. I’d been a little snotty to 
him the last time he’d called and I was even a little over 
confident of winning the prom queen title, But now she’d 
gone too far. I couldn’t believe my own sister had done this 
to me and that Tom had been stupid enough to fall for her big 
act. I had to get even with her, { had to think of the perfect 
way to teach her a good lesson; and to make Tom realize she 
was a phoney, The only reason she’d gone through the trouble 
of changing her dress, activities and general state of mind was 
to attract Tom, She hadn’t wanted to improve her grades, nor 
had she any desire to become athletic or even popular with all 
the kids at school. The only thing she had wanted to do was 
steal Tom away from me. And I was heartbroken not to 
mention extremely angry. 


What happened next is a little strange and difficult to 
explain. A wicked urge came over me, I wanted desparately to 
tie up and humiliate my twin sister. 1 went to the cellar and 
gathered things I’d need to bind her. Some old clothesline 
rope, a wooden pole and some clips and leather cuffs my 
father used for boating. I put them in a bag and went upstairs 
to my room, I had to figure out some device which would 
prevent her from making too much noise. I found a small 
rubber handball I thought would fit nicely into her mouth. 
And to fasten it, I pulled a leather strap with a buckle on the 
end through the ball. I put the gag into my paper bag and 
headed to Sharon’s room where she was still diligently typing 
away at her term paper. I flung open the door and must have 
startled her because she turned around quickly, I slammed the 
door behind me and locked it and headed toward her. 


“Sharon, stand up!” 

“What? What the hell are you doing?” 

With a few quick simple moves I had Sharon’s arms firmly 
bound together behind her back. 

“Hey, what are you doing? What’s going on, Claire?” 

“Just never you mind what’s going on, hold still and be 
quiet or Il have to gag you, too!” 

With that, I wrapped some rope around her waist and 
connected her wrists to it thus making it impossible for her 
to move her wrists in any direction. Then I took another piece 
of rope nad connected it to her wrist in front and drew it back 
tightly between her legs. 
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“Ouch!” 

“Shut-up, Sharon. If you don,’t I'l pull it up tighter. Which 
you’d probably enjoy anyway...” 

“Claire, enough of this, Okay? I get the point. You don’t 
want me messin’ around with Tom anymore, right?” 

“No, Sharon, it’s not nearly that simple. Will you kindly 
keep your mouth shut and pay attention to what I’m doing, | 
please? Okay, sit down, By the way, you've got a pretty sexy 
pair of legs, Ha, ha!” 

Sharon blushed and I loved it. I was beginning to break _ 
through to her. With Sharon sitting comfortably in the chair, | 
I wondered what to do next. I decided to tie her up even more | 
if I could. I wrapped a few yoard of clothesline around the 
front of her; pulling her back upright to the chair, Then I 
wrapped a few mor yards around her in different places even 
further restriciting her. Then I reached into the bag for dad’s 
leather cuffs and placed each of them on Sharon’s ankles, 
then with the pole and clips I spread her legs apart and 
fastened them underneath the chair. 

“Claire, I've had just about enough! Now untie me before 
Tyell out for ma and she gives you hell.” 

“Sharon, I’ve had just about enough of you, too!” 

1 took the gag I’d made out of the bag and jammed it into 
her mouth, She tried to scream, After buckling it behind her 
neck, she tried to push it out of her mouth but to no avail. 

“There now, sweet little sister. Try to bitch some more 
now.” Well, there was Sharon, all bound and gagged. I was 
finally ready to give her a lesson, 

“Sharon, I’m gonna keep you all tied up like this until you | 
promise to tell Tom the truth about yourself, that you made 
all these changes because you just wanted to make me jealous | 
and that you’re realln not the type of girl he thinks you are, 
And then I want you to promise you'll go back to the way you 
were before. I liked you an awful lot better that way...” 

Sharon sorta laughed a little. 

< “Okay! Do you promise?” 

She smiled through her gag again and nodded affirmatively 
so I carefully removed it. 

“Claire?” 

“Yeah?” 

“You were pretty smart to fiture out what I was doing. 
I'm really sorry I made you so angry, I hope Tom will under- 
stand and I also hope he takes you to the prom. I think he 
will, Hey, by the way, Claire, how come you said you liked 
me better the way I was before?” 

“Probably because you reminde me too much of myself 
this way and I could stand a little changing myself!” 
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WHEN I'M SIXTY- FOUR 


I completely attribute my interest 
in bondage to dear Aunt Harriet. 
Several years ago, during one of my 
weekly visits to her house, she dug 
out, as was often her cutom, several 
old photo albums for me to persue. 
As I slowly leafed through the pages 
of one particularly old album, I came 
upon a series of photos which, to put 
my reaction mildly, shocked the hell 
out of me, The snapshots were of 
a most bizarre and erotic nature; 
a fragile looking attractive young lady, 
whom I immediately recognized as 
Aunt Harriet, bound and gagged 
securely and supporting the full 
weight of a carpenters’ ladder. I had 
to open and close the album several 
times before I was sure my eyes 
weren’t deceiving me. Even at that 
several minutes passed before I was 
able to finally speak. Fighting off a 
sudden twinge of embarrasement, | 
mustered what courage I could and 
finally proceeded to question Aunt 
Harriet about the pictures. At first, 
she seemed totally shaken to learn ’d 
stumbled upon them. Obviously, these 
photos were for her eyes alone and 
she’d only accidentally given me the 
wrong album. Presently, however, she 
calmed down and went into an ex- 
plination which, even to this day, I 
regard as one of the most fascinating 
stories I’ve ever heard. 

Back in 1927, when she was 
twenty-three, Harriet had, after much 
arguing and bickering, convinced her 
stern parents to consent to her leaving 
home and maintaining a small 
efficiency apartment of her own. She 
had an excellent job as a private 
secretary for a shipping magnate and, 
even with the generous weekly portion 
of her salary she still gave to her 
parents, there was more than suffic- 
ient funds to sustain herself. Still and 
all, when Harriet went apartment 
hunting, her father insisted on her 
leasing a most inexpensive abode 
which, although far from shabby, was 
in desparate need of a new paint job. 
At first, Harriet had stubbomly 
balked at moving into this lower 
rent place. However, when her father 
made a solemn promise that he 
himself, would commision a painter 


to go over the walls and generally tidy 
up the surroundings, she agreed , Little 
did innocent Aunt Hattie realise that 
her father had a decidedly ulterior 
motive for insisting on this apartment. 

You see, Harriet’s dad was a strait- 
laced man of the old country tradi- 
tion. He believed, as many parents in 
those days did, that one married for 
security as well as, if not, sometines, 
instead of love. And it just so happen- 
ed that Hiarriet’s new landlord; 
Mr. Weaver was a man of very secure 
position. He owned several apartment 
buildings besides the one Harriet was 
moving into. And he was, at least in 
Harriet’s father’s mind, at just the 
right age for marriage; thirty-seven, 

Plus, after meeting Hattie’s dad, 
he’d taken him aside and expressed 
great admiration for her ample charms, 
while at the same time cursing his own 
bad luck in not finding an adequate 
spouse for himself. 

This, to Harriet’s father’s way of 
thinking, was definitely a promising 
situation. 

So Harrict moved in. She went 
about her business keeping pretty 
much to herself and doing her best to 
ignore Mr. Weaver's ever-increasing 
advances towards her. She found his 
total preoccupation with material gain 
quite a bore. In fact, on the fateful 
day forever preserved in that old 
photo album, Harriet had pretty much 
forgotten about Mr. Weaver. 

He hadn’t dropped by in over a 
week and, what with the arrival the 
previous morning of her father’s long 
promised painter, she really had other 
things on her mind. 

When she returned home from 
work that evening, she was totally 
surprised to find Mr. Weaver sitting 
on the couch inside her apartment. 
She immediately ascertained from the 
almost raging look in his eyes that 
everything was not as it should be. 

Before she could even utter a word, 
Mr. Weaver was upon her; strong 
lengths of sash cord in hand. Grabbing 
a ladder left by the painter that very 
afternoon, he, after literally ripping 
poor Harriet’s dress open exposing her 
tender young bosom, proceeded to 
thoroughly and most stringently afix 


her to the ladder in an almost unbear- 
able upright position. All the weight of 
her body and the ladder were placed 
on Harriet’s feet which in high six-inch 
spike heels nearly caused her to topple 
over, After threading a fiendish 
wooden ball with breathing holes 
drilled in it through Harriet’s own belt 
and gagging her efficiently with it, 
Mr. Weaver sat back on the couch and, 
finally, explained his strange actions to 
a by now terrified albeit somewhat 
stimulated, despite herself, Aunt 
Harriet. 

Seems Mr. Weaver really wasn’t 
all that interested in money. He was 
just under the impression, after talking 
to Harriet’s father, that she was. And 
this moming, after spending the passed 
several days in a state of despondency 
over his failure to attract her, he'd 
formulated this plan to make her 
listen. 

However, now he’d gotten a bit 
carried away, pulling her blouse 
open and all, and if she wanted, he’d 
leave right now and never bother her 
again. 

By now Aunt Harriet was, as the 
sexiness of her predicament; being 
exposed and helpless in front of a 
strange man which even by today’s 
standards is pretty kinky; sunk in, 
getting pretty turned on. And, after 
mumbling something fairly pleasant 
through her gag to Mr. Weaver, she 
solicited him to come towards her and 
make use of her now trembling body 
in any fashion he desired. Which he 
did; several times in the following 
hours and days and weeks and years. 

You see, once the finally dis- 
covered they had quite a lot in 
common besides money, they fell in 
love and were eventually martied. 

And, oh, yes, they continued to 
enjoy little bondage games all through 
their lives together. 

And Hattie’s dad? Well, he was 
more than satisfied. His daughter gain- 
ed both security and love just as in 
the old country fairytales, 

And me? Well, I learned quite a lot 
from Aunt Harriet about all those 
things; love, security, happiness and 
bondage. 
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Anne and her close friend Julie are dolling themselv: 
restrictive, custom-made leather corsets; flattering six-inch skyscraper heels and sheer hose. 


Julie decides to take the initiative and give lovely Anne a few pointers on the fine art of domination. 


; — cher ey 
After securely binding Anne’s wrists, she c 
her pupil’s legs as food for thought. 


J strap-on discipline shoes are grinding into her bottom) actually inside the rim of the fireplace, Julie 
deftly utilizes cord threaded through eye-hooks strategically placed around the perimeter of the hearth 
spreading Anne’s legs apart wide at the knees. 


By means of leather rise cuffs, rawhide laces, and two more eye-hooks she rebinds Anne’s wrists high 
above her head to opposite sides of the fireplace (2 move which allows Julie maximum access to Anne’s 
now fully exposed armpits—two very desireable tickling targets!!) 


Lastly, she plugs Anne’s mouth neces her hapless friend 
completely. Julie also makes use of a convenient ring on the top of the harness gag threading it with 
another rawhide lace and linking it to still another eye-hook directly above Anne’s head. This nice touch 
serves to keep Anne’s head completely immobile. 


Finally, as a now utterly helpless Anne kneels in silence pondering her fate, Julie towers over her; dominant 
and ready to make full use of her slave. 


TEACHER'S PET 


Imagine my embarrassment when Miss Willis, my homeroom teacher, caught me glancing through the latest and by far the 


wildest issue of BIZARRE RESTRAINT before class one day. 
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the lecture of my life. 


Man, wes I completely shocked when she met me at her door wearing nothing but a sexy corset, shiny red six inch 
spike-heeled shoes and black hose! 


Sa 


Well, as you can see, Miss Willis, Jean that is, and I had a really wild time that evening. I never ever thought I'd find an attrac- Be 
tive older woman so crazy about bondage; much less one with such a great collection of discipline gadgets to fool around with. 


Anyway, just before I split that evening, Miss Willis made me promise I’d never bring my bondage magazines to class again. 
She said anytime I had the urge to read one it would be much more healthy for me to come over to her place and experience 
alittle of the real thing. Man i couldn’t agree more! 


KANE PHOTOS PRESENTS: 


BIZARRE BONDAGE PHOTO SETS 


MORE PHOTO SETS FROM THE COLLECTORS SERIES 


The finest and most diversified group of restraint photos ever offered! All photos 4X5, glossy, black and white. 
8 photos — $4.00 16 photos — $7.50 
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5074 Mary 5073 Charo 5072 Julie and Anne 5071 Carla and Mary 
—finds herself bound and determined Charo is stringently restrained in Julie prepares Anne for an exciting Carla dominates her lovely friend. 
to get free in this bizarre photoset. this revealing sequence. evening of bondage entertainment. She teaches her to keep their apart- 


(Charming Charo is a must in any The elaborate leather corsets, with ment spotlessly clean. 
collection to make it complete!) their heavy sexual overtones, and 
bizarre shoes complete the pose. 


5070 Jean Willis 5029 Nancy, Jane and Peg 


5055 Natalie 5053 Irene 
Jean is bound for keeps in this Natalie returns from the theatre and Surprised as she reads “Sweet Gwen” —_ Nancy dominates her two lovely 
most stringent of positions. finds herself playing a role of her avidly, Irene finds herself in a quite and willing roommates. 


own, (And what a role!) similar peril. 


5038 Nancy and Jane 
Two attractive young ladies get a 
workout on the exercise beam, 


5048 Sheila and Doreen 
Sheila is dominated by Doreen. 
Elaborate breast bondage. 


5032 Barbara 

A beautiful Indian girl is securely 
bound to a chair with her elbows 
touching. Six inch (6”) spike heeled 
shoes complete her bondage. 


Lingerie clad young lady is so very 
attractively posed. 


5009 Linda 

Lingerie clad gal in a very com- 
promising, soread-eagle posture on 

an over-turned desk, Wooden plug gag. 


5047 Sheila 

Nurse Sheila is just what the doctor 
‘ordered all wound up in her lovely 
flesh tinted Ace bandages. 


5041 JoAnne 
A leather discipline helmet, rubber 
stockings and garter belt, arm sheath 
and body harness combine to make 
JoAnne as uncomfortable as she 

can possibly get. 


5000 Nancy 


This lovely less is bound to please 
in five inch (5) spike heoled boots, 


5019 Nancy 
Nancy throws an imaginative and 
very successful bondage party for 
her three friends, 


leather bikini and harness gag. 
Spread-eagle bondage. 
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5058 Penny 
Penny endures this most demanding 
and uncomfortable position. 


Also be sure and order our fully illustrated “Ladies In Restraint” photo catalogue, featuring 
these and many more fine sets, Only $5,00, 
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city 


signature 


l enclose $ __ ._ for ( ) photo set (s). 

lenclose $ — .— for () “Ladies In Restraint” photo catalogue. 

—— | do not wish to purchase any of these photo sets but would like to be informed of 
all new listings. 

| wish to comment on Kane Photos: 


Make all checks payable to: Kane Photos 
P.O. Box 198 Dept. L 
Middletown, Rhode Island 
02840. 
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Nancy and Jane had no 
real interest in personal fit- 
ness (other than certain 
Spirited exertions between 
themselves and their chosen 
escorts following any par- 
ticularly intriguing night 
out on the town). 

It, therefore, came as 
‘quite a shock to their dorm- 
mates. when, with complete- 
ly -unexpected eagerness 
Jane and Nancy tried out 


for the university gymnas-. 


tics team. The reasons be- 
hind this sudden professed 
lust for exercise remained a 
mystery for some time until 
one day, after team practice 
dane and Nancy's suite-mate 
Andrea overheard a most 
enlightening locker room 
conversation between them. 

Although she had to con- 
tent herself with broken 
snatches of banter, not 
wanting to risk eavesdrop- 
ping discovery,’ Andrea was 
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able to piece together 
enough of their remarks to 
realize that Jane and Nancy 
indeed had an_ ulterior 


motive for joining the team. * 


lt seemed, that upon 
hearing several of last 
semester’s team members 
expounded the abundance 


of handsome males usually-. 


in attendance at away meets 
Nan and Jane had imme- 
diately decided to join the 
team. What better way to, 


gain access to new play- 
mates. They would, in the 
guise of devoted gymnasts, 
have ample Opportunity to 
show .themselves off to a 
wide array of desirable 
males in their rather scanty 
gym suits. Andrea became 
immediately angered. 

“Those two hussies,” she 
thought. 

She could hardly refrain 
from running right over and 
telling them off. But. An-, 


drea, well known for her 
resourceful nature, devised 
aplan instead. 

She first approched the 
most dominant and buxom 
gym coach, Ms, Savage, and 
told her the whole story. 

Upon hearing that Nan 
and Jane had been most 
deceitful in their under- 
takings, Ms. Savage heartily 
agreed with Andrea’s pro- 
posal that they be taught a 
good lesson. 


At practice the very 
next day, Ms. Savage called 
Nan and Jane aside and 
asked them to remain after 
the other team members 
had showered and gone 
home for some extra prac- 
tice exercises which she and 
Andrea would oversee. 
Once they were completely 
alone, Mr. Savage instructed 
the girls to change into their 
own bras and panties, garter 
belts and nylons and report 


back to the gym. 

Ms. Savage and Andrea 
immediately overpowered 
them and, after soundly 
bawling them out for their 
most selfish actions pro- 
ceeded to securely bind and 
gag them to the sturdy 
exercise beam. 

The girls were forced to 
remain in the humiliating 
and stringent position for 
several hours and only were 
they released after promis- 


never utilize school 
activities for their own per- 
sonal advancement again. 

Ms, Savage then agreed to 
allow Jane and Nancy to 
remain with the team but 
warned further discipline 
sessions would be inflicted 
upon them in the future 
if they ever fell back to 
their old ways. 
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Students at all-girls’ schools 
are constantly subjected to sick 
jokes regarding their horny and 
lesbian tendencies. Outsiders, viz, 
male and female alike, are very 
often under the impression that 
just because males do not attend 
classes and inhabit dorms at a 
certain school, all females in 
attendance at that school even- 
tually become frustrated and 
over-sexed, and the first time 
they even smell a male, no 
matter what he looks like or how 
he treats them, they will without 
fail immediately rip off their 
clothes and proceed to screw 
him to death. Additionally, these 
same boys and girls also be- 
lieve that all this pent-up frus- 
tration building inside girls’- 
school students almost always, 
should they be unable to find a 
steady source of willing males, 
drives them to become queer. 

Well, both these fallacies are 
just that; a load of cow fodder, 
and to prove my point I present 
as example the interesting and 
illuminating story of Christyn 
and Pam. 

Pam and Christyn were indeed 
students at an all-girls’ school 
and indeed they were lesbains. 
However, out of approximately 
one hundred twenty-five girls in 
their dorm, they were the only 
lesbians. Well, not that being a 
lesbian is such a crime. It’s just 
that Pam and Christyn were a 
little less than tactful about their 
relationship, You see, neither of 
them ever seemed completely 
satisfied just fooling around with 
each other. In fact, it was com- 
mon knowledge that any tender 
young freshman at school who 
allowed herself to be alone for 
even so much as five minutes 
with either of them was definite- 
ly in danger of being seduced, 
sometimes even a little violently. 


Over the course of three years, 
there were countless instances of 
innocent girls being coerced, 
often with very little choice in- 
volved, into submitting to Pam 
and Christyn’s sexual whims. 

Well, finally at the beginning 
of their senior year, some of Pam 
and Christyn’s  dorm-mates 
decided once and for all to teach 
them a little lesson. Something 
designed to make them realize 
that maybe they ought to spend 
more time enjoying sex with 
each other and spend less time 
forcing themselves on (very 
often), unwilling accomplices. 

So one Friday evening they 


lured Pam and Chris to an old 
abandoned quonset hut in a far 
comer of the campus. And after 
outfitting Pam and Christyn with 
rather sizeable vibrators designed 
to stimulate their sexual appe- 
tites and dressing them in sexy 
lingerie and high heels proceeded 
to bind them in a most fetching 
manner. 

Pam was seated on a stool 
with Christyn placed in a most 
compromising position, her head 
between Pam’s legs. Then, after 
explaining in depth how they 
resented Pam and Christyn’s lack 
of sexual descretion the girls 
blindfolded and gagged them 


with sticky adhesive tape and 
left them to spend the night 
alone together in their state of 
helpless sexual excitement to 
ponder their sins. 

Upon returning next morning, 


Pam and Chirs’s dorm-mates 
found them still in their state of 
silent bondage and after releasing 
them, questioned them as to 
whether or not they had learned 
anything from their experience. 

“Oh! Yes!” said Pam. “Next 
time we hustle up a chick we’re 
definitely going to bind and gag 
her before we have sex with 
her!” 
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